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The evening grew. The birds gathered in
the grove-beside the stream, and sang each as it
liked and, having thus contributed to a beautiful
symphony, stopped singing and went to rest.
The country around became enveloped in twilight
as if night, mother of the world, wished to put
her child to sleep and covered it over with the
end of her.saree. The lights of the village in the
distance, lit one after another, twinkled between
the trees. A cow which was rather late in
returning to the village was crying to its calf. As
the evening deepened and other sounds decreased
the low murmur of the water in the stream flowing
full on its bed began to be heard within the
hermitage. A disciple was repeating prayers
within. The ascetic continued to sit outside,
thinking a little, hearing the prayer a little, and
enjoying the peace of the evening a little. About
then a drizzle of rain began.
Suddenly, somewhere close by, the ascetic
heard the sound of a woman's anklets. It seemed
as if someone was walking very fast towards the
hermitage. The ascetic turned in the direction
of the sound to see who could be coming. It was an
unusual hour for anyone to come to the hermitage.
Generally visitors would come early in the day.
The way to the hermitage lay through a dense